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-2018, December 


Apparently no one had told Greta Van Fleet ahead of time that there'd be aging rockstars attending their show. 
Sav had seen the entire progression tonight, at the lads‘ last gig before Christmas: the fascination, the waiting 
in line as if he weren't nervous, the moment Joe turned it from congratulations on your fine show, your rapid 
rise in success, your Grammy nominations, to that look that meant he wanted something, and he was fucking 


going to get it. 


Joe and the little frontman sat in the shadows of the darkened room where the after-party continued, each 
with several empty beer bottles in front of them, heads together. Every so often, even deeper in shadows, 


Sav could see a quick flash of glinting eyes or hear a murmur or hiss. 


It was going to be one of those nights. Fuck it, he should find a hook-up, too, but it was late. Up until five or 
ten minutes ago, he'd been content to observe and wait. Watching Joe flirt was one of his favourite pass-times 
when they were away from home, when it wasn't going a little too well. How was it that he hadn't seen the 


ulterior motive coming from miles away, being dragged across the ocean to see some up-and-comers. 


Joe's gold-blond head tipped forward, his curtain of hair swinging out to brush against the mess of curls worn 
by the Greta Van Fleet singer. Both of them were so animated, speaking with hands and body language as much 
as their mouths. Reading it fluently, Sav wanted to laugh. Bitterly. He growled a chuff of disgust - at himself. 
So not like him! He was uncomfortable with that side of him that wanted to demand his partner keep it in his 
pants. He had no right. Joe had watched him under the circular stage through the grates in the floor and that 
had only been the beginning. It wasn't payback. Yes it was. 


Which of them was Joe seeing in this kid - himself? They - referring to a much younger Joe in this case - 
both wailed in death-defying throat acrobatics. Joe was more of a screamer, and this Josh, that was his name, 
ululated like he was getting his back field plowed but good. Had he grown up on a farm or summat? Or was Joe 
seeing something reminiscent of Sav, back when it started? Oddball clothes, curly hair? Sav had never 
considered himself overshadowed, some of that due to height, similar upbringing, some to the year-and-a-half 
age difference, not the better part of four decades. Josh's alpha nature backed down for none of that and met 


the challenge, one that Joe was clearly enjoying. 


Signalling for another drink, Sav prepared to abscond to their shared suite. It was a rarity these days, but he 
mentally braced himself to spend the night alone with a very good set of noise-reducing headphones sans Joe, 
in the second bedroom. They each had their own methods. When Joe pulled, there always had to be some 
degree of flaunting his catch. Sav preferred to participate in such activities far away from prying, watchful 
eyes. 


His drink arrived in a covered cup with a pair of skinny straws sticking up through the lid. Making one last 
check that he hadn't left anything, Sav gathered up his swag. When he looked over at the singers again, two 
more of the band were standing in front of them. He sighed internally. Just look at them, so lithe, with their 


thick, flowing, umber hair. How did Joe always draw so much attention? 


A short conversation out of his earshot followed, at the end of which Joe tipped his head once in Sav's 
direction - how the fuck had he known? The little singer nodded to the shorter of the two standing, whose 
thick floppy hair's wave indicated he'd returned the gesture while the taller one ducked his head. Sav 
recognised the latter as the bass player. He'd understood that three of the four were brothers, but not their 
birth order. Such things piqued his interest, since he and Leppard had been so young when they'd started. 
People changed massively in their development as performers and individuals within a few months. That was a 
given, as working, touring musicians. Naiveté flew out the window. Whoever was youngest was forced to catch 


up and keep up. 


Yeah, he and Joe had been in the VIP section for actual VIPs at the show earlier and got themselves invited 
here; he now realised it was no coincidence that the afterparty was at the hotel they were staying in, but he 
hadn't paid as much attention to the band personnel as he should have till the last couple of songs. Before 
that, he'd been blown away by the music itself. First thing he'd noticed after the matching last names were 
their stage clothes. Little hippies! Lead singer in a.. dress? Okay, another of Sav's bygone eras. The two flanking 
him wore skinny jeans more like leggings, the guitarists short jacket a chunkier, looser style but hadn't Sav and 
Steve spent the late 80s in similar pieces? 


They'd changed clothes after the show, which only made sense. Sav always stumbled off stage drenched in 
sweat, it was a given. The shorter one, the guitarist, grabbed the bassist by his bony wrist and dragged him 
along to Sav's table, now empty of all but himself. Unbidden, his heart rate picked up watching them approach. 
Jesus H, they were like Tolkien Elves. Self-control was one thing but he was not immune to their milk-fed, 


radiant presence. 


After a pause and a blink they introduced themselves. Like he didn't know who they were, although in truth he 
had already forgotten all their names but Josh. The one that Joe was putting the moves on, whom he'd throw 


around like a rag doll, or they'd give each other sore throats or.. he made himself breathe and smile faintly. 
When he heard the one's name, he nearly laughed. Sam.. and he was Sav. 


So Sav introduced himself in turn and invited them to sit, which they did, next to each other and across from 
him. Their voices, without any of the grit of old men and their years of smoking, gambolled along in American 
Midwest without a hint of twang or Fargo. The bassist's dewy wide-eyed shyness was the picture of himself 
at IT. Under that, Sav was willing to bet, was a shared vision with his bandmates to take them all the way to 
the top of the charts, a revitalising force. The sex, drugs, rock'n'roll fastlane had barely touched them yet. It 


would. 


Immediately, during the show, he'd noticed that Sam had the sort of chops he'd ascribed to himself, as a 
younger bloke, a standard that he'd side-stepped between months on the road and years in the studio with 
Mutt plonking out one note at a time. The kid, surely still a teenager, was lanky and, on stage, awkward as fuck 


He'd clearly learned to play sitting down, which was conducive to technique but not to presentation 


All of them needed work on that. Of course Sav had noticed. The older Leppard got, the more important it 


became that they cultivated a weary, care-worn sort of sex appeal along with their lasers, blokish 
camaraderie and showmanship. These guys shouldn't have to try very hard, they just needed to show some of 
that youthful skin and work on their moves a bit. Although Joe had pretty much been born knowing how to 
work a crowd, the GVF vocalist stood in one spot, bared his teeth, stuck out his jaw and wailed. Some of the 
youngsters’ disingenuous antics were endearing: there were no mikes on their stage beyond the one in the 
singer's hand meaning any backing vocals were delivered by this Jimmy Page-style rocking guitarist leaning 


back, head on his brother's shoulder, singing into his mike. They didn't even have any wireless. 


So far it had been enough, he supposed, but not forever. Sav well knew, they had to keep evolving, and the 


world moved so much faster these days. 


They also possessed no subterfuge. Sav seriously doubted that he was anyone's bass player hero much less 
this lot's, not with their sound and the ability he'd witnessed. They eschewed ‘manufactured, soulless’ music 
and threw the word ‘organic’ around a lot. By name or by association they knew who he was, which was 
probably more than he even expected. They were nice young men, though. Polite. Amusing, in a sort of puppy- 
ish way. Not totally innocent, not with a few scattered profanities and the unspoken language of close siblings 
flitting between them. Sav had to wonder exactly how far that went. Their impressive knowledge of early blues 
and folk music far outstripped Sav's, with his focus on glam and "TOs rock 


It seemed like no time passed before Sav's drink was empty again, even of the melted ice at the bottom. He'd 
kept one eye on Joe. Although he tried to be unobtrusive about it, he probably came off as distracted. 
Belatedly, he saw the red cups in their hands, and that they were also swilling the dregs of ice at the bottom. 
"You guys want another round?" he asked. It was usually him being plied with alcohol and having things thrown 
at him as tokens of regard. Despite his semi-divided attention, their comparison of styles and artists was the 
type of discussion he'd be happy to continue much later into the night. 

"How about.. in your room?" Sam piped up. 

Sav blinked. That was bold He watched the lad lean back and stretch, shirt riding up to reveal a slice of 100 
percent hairless belly. He wasn't that old that he didn't know where his eyes were supposed to go.. which they 
did. Fuck. Hipbones above leathers stretched tight. Well then. 

Jake - the guitarist - snorted and said out of the side of his mouth to his brother, "Told you." 


"Yeah, why not?" Sav addressed Sam, then Jake: "You the chaperone?" 


The kid laughed, softly, his smooth face with the slightest shadow of stubble over his upper lip somewhere 
between earnest and curious with a touch of sly. "Nope. Interested third party." 


Sav's eyebrow crawled up his forehead. To watch and witness? Or more? He turned to Sam again. It had been 


so many years since he'd had to ask, "Are you legal?" 


"Not to drink, here in the US." That hadn't stopped him; he looked Sav right in the eye. It reminded Sav of 
their own Rick, back in the day. ‘Not to drink’, but for anything else, yes, was what he had meant. 


God, what were they seeing when they checked him out.. wrinkles, jowls, split ends, the asymmetrical 
irregularity of his eyes and mouth these days, craters in his chin. But Sav had never been, other than during 
a certain time frame, a less than confident man. He nodded. "Yeh coomin'?" he queried, Sheffield loaded into his 


intonation. Climbing to his feet, he tipped up his chin to indicate the direction they would all proceed. 


They didn't hold hands or sling arms around each other's waists, not here. As they passed Joe's table, where 
the younger vocalist - in white jeans that left nothing to the imagination, and where had Sav seen that 
before?? - was performing a slightly more polished version of Sam's move, belying the source, Sav cut his 
eyes at Joe's, which were practically glowing in the dark. He was wearing eyeliner. Eyeliner! When had that 
happened? Sav's dick jerked in his leathers. They never resorted to that anymore unless someone chased them 
down into a make-up chair in pursuit of a gig or photo shoot. Their latest official tour photographer didn't 
care if they looked like wrinkled old codgers - he seemed to delight in it. Well, one could say this was a live 
show and Joe planned on performing tonight. No doubt. 


Walking away, Sav swung his arse, flipped his hair, spread out his lats.. he didn't adjust himself. Maybe he 
should have. Fuck, it was fun to bait his partner, ‘specially when that bastard was up to his rock star tricks. 
No, it wasn't often but they had such fine raw material before them to shape and mold and teach, if only for 
one night. 


He wondered which of them would scream the loudest. 
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Jake waited to ask Sam any direct questions till they were alone. In the meantime, they'd been too busy razzing 
Josh about his conquest - or being the conquest - prying details out of him litle by little. How drunk had he 
been? Who had blown whom? Was that old Brit lead singer as dominant as he seemed? Josh didn't want to tell, 
saying he needed to process. His brothers knew better but let him escape after telling him to go gargle with 
salt water and soak his butt (Sam), and hope his new OLD boyfriend didn't blast the real reason - with 
photographic evidence - that he luurved GVF online for the whole world to see (Jake). 


"So.. what did you think? Of him? Sav. Of the whole ‘older man’ thing?" Jake turned his questions on Sam now 
as they flopped down on the bed in Jake's room. Both sitting cross-legged, facing, they resembled nothing so 


much as two kids at a campfire. 

Always one to weigh his words but speak quickly, Sam had answers. From early childhood, he'd never acted like 
he was any younger than the twins. "If | were to keep a list entitled, ‘Sam's top five lays’, he'd be on it. | don't 
have to tell you that” They both smirked, nearly identical in some lights despite not being twins, themselves. 
"No, not judging by the noises he got out of you." What followed, Jake doing his best to imitate the sounds but 
at one-quarter the volume, hiccups, yips and mainly musical moaning, got him jabbed in the chest. "Ow! You 
tit-punched mel" 

"Did not. That was a love tap." 


"You got your ass tapped" 


"Mmph! Got it tapped good" Sheepish or not, and he was, Sam was also proud of himself; Jake knew his little 
brother better than anyone and easily read that certain tilt of his head and squaring of his shoulders, though 
muted by tiredness. "| had reasons for those noises, dude. Never came on the bottom before without a hand 
on me. Some combination of the angle and the, uh, thickness. Not - presumably - as big as Joe's, we're gonna 
hear about that thing forever. What is it they say: he knew what he was doing. For someone that age, | guess 
he has a nice body, which helped. Arms, shoulders, chest. Even though he had some chest hair which is not 
my thing, | liked his, it was soft.” 


Already wiggling out of his clothes, Jake nodded. "Saw you.. stroking it. When you licked his nipples. Very 


sweet.” 


"Shut your yap. Grow some hairs and I'll stroke yours, too. Anyway.. his moves. You could tell he's very, uh, 
what's a better word for ‘experienced'?." 


Jake considered. "He was, yes. Um, well-travelled?" 
| was gonna say well-versed, seasoned, adept.. Savvy?" giggled Sam, tossing his hair. 
"Walking thesaurus!" Familiar ‘insult, this. 


"Nothing was an issue," continued Sam. "He's done everything before. Shit, he had a teeny bottle of lube in his 
front pocket!" 


"Which you found, let it be noted. | should think so, he's probably had hundreds, thousands of.. people. | was 


gonna say ‘women’ but." The eyebrow language was clear: they knew they were pretty but they weren't girls. 


"Well, I'd rather not think about that sort of history. It had its uses, though. Like, no problem, putting my balls 
in his mouth, or how easy he was about prep. No offense, | still am scared that I'll hurt you. And you know. 
Its your poop chute." Picking at his shirt buttons, Sam showed his teeth in a feral smile that lasted half a 
second, then his expression changed into that of a contrite stuffed teddy. "Sorry but it is!" 


"Very elegant, Sam. As in, not. Thats the word that came to mind about him, for me: Elegant," Jake stated. It 


had been a strong impression. 

Sam nodded. "Good one. Not like a lady, though. Refined. And languid. He was just.. different." 

"How so?" 

"Unlike anyone else I've been with, present company excluded, he.. took such care of me, he made sure | had a 


good time. During the.. foreplay? | almost got the impression he was from another planet. Examining me. Going 


over me hair by hair, inch by inch--" 


"Orifice by orifice?" Jake smirked. "It was a close encounter of the rock'n'roll kind" 


Sam blushed a light pink. "Well, yeah. And the fact that he expected nothing from me made me want to show 
him all my tricks." Leaving his long flowing shirt on, Sam removed his jewelry and peeled off his leathers. By 
unspoken agreement, the brothers crawled under the covers, Jake in only his boxers. So far, they each stayed 


on their own side, a few inches apart. 


Next, Jake went through his little nightly ritual of rearranging his pillow about sixteen times while he went on, 
"| liked his voice. The accent. | think it turned me on as much as anything he actually did. So reassuring, kinda 
deep and at the same time with an edge, like he was jonesing for you." 


‘Mm-hm." Exhausted in the way that teenagers got, tiredness all-encompassing, Sam's eyelids sagged like he 
was stoned on more than afterglow. He'd probably sleep for 12 hours. "Yeah, | picked that up, too. It felt like | 
was starring in a porno - not that I'd know. When we got to their suite, | thought it would be like, cold, clinical, 
a science experiment. Not at all. He was warm, you know? Then we talked for what? Another hour, to get 
comfortable till finally." By now, Sam's face, nearing sleep, looked younger than his years, eyes glazed and 
inward-seeing. "Joe and Josh stumbled in, made a bee-line for Joe's room and slammed the door. While he was 
following their every move with his eyes, | noticed he, Sav, had a hard-on. Even that was, like you said, elegant, 
like it was absolutely normal for this.. older British hair band guy to sit across from me and talk about Queen, 
T. Rex, Slade, people we never listened to, and pop wood. He saw mine, too, and my only excuse is, well shit, I'm 
I9, half-drunk and horny, | know he wants me and I'm pretty sure he swings both ways. It changed in two blinks 
of my eyes: One, no different than the past hour. Two, he's kneeling between my legs, kissing me. Didn't expect 
that. Then he blew me. Both those things, oh god, Jake, his tongue.. and his hands, | never knew my body had 


that many hot spots.. again, no offense.” 


None of this was news to Jake, who'd seen most of it. Till then, he let Sam monologue and kept to little hms 
and uh-huhs, one hand on Sam's outstretched forearm. "Yeah, but for round two, you didn't come till he got 


his dick in you." 
"Don't be jealous. Our pre-show warm-up may have had something to do with why | could stand to wait" 


"l'm more jealous of how.. effortless he made it all seem. | mean, he totes put in the work but there was, like, 
no question in his mind of exactly what to do to make you come, screaming." Though their eyes met in the 
semi-dark, it was now Jake seeing into his short-term memories. "Then we had to contend with that racket 
from the other room, but he, Sav, just talked and talked, and | didn't mind. Commentary, intent, how much each 
part of you turned him on. At the end, when he had you under him face down, | swear he wasn't only fucking 


you but also.. rubbing off on your skin" 


"Mmmm... kinda felt like that for me, too. He must own shares in a lotion company or something.” They both 


laughed. 


"He asked if | was legal," Sam resumed. "Bet he hasn't had someone my age for a couple of decades." 


"Aw, be nice to your grandpa daddy. So what was it like for you, being so close to those wrinkles?" Usually 
Jake saved the worst teasing for Josh. He figured if Sam was going to play with the big boys, he'd have to 
learn to take it, not just dish it out. 


"Oh fuck you." The curse was more affectionate than anything. "I didn't really notice after a while, y'know? He 
never closed his eyes, and | guess | didn’t either." Sam did then, though, for a long moment. 


"So you're in love now, huh?" 
"No, dumb-ass." Sam let out an over-exaggerated groan. "Don't be ridiculous, that's Josh. | wouldn't kick him 
out of bed, though, if we ever meet again. Like, within the next three or four years, just saying. Gawd, | 


wonder how fucking old he is.” 


"While his face was in your lap, | googled. FYI, he looks half his age from behind." Phone retrieved from the 
nightstand, Jake scrolled though his browser history. 


Again, Sam groaned, the full weight of the encounter landing on him hard. 
"960." Jake thrust his phone in Sam's face. 


Sam had a look at the illuminated screen, the light from which highlighted half his nose, part of his forehead, 
one eyebrow. He tried to justify the photo magnified on it against his own mental image. "Fuck. When do you 
suppose that pic* was taken?" 


"2001. Not bad for someone so.. middle-aged" 


"Enough, stop. You were there voluntarily, too. What's the matter? Unhappy he spent his one shot of the night 


on me?" mumbled Sam like producing words in the correct sequence was getting more and more difficult. 

‘Oh, is that what you think, Mr. Fuck-and-Pass-Out?" 

"You did not." 

"Maybe | wanted to know what made you shake like that: 

"He... | dunno. Like | knew it was safe to just let go and not restrain myself. He was in control," Sam insisted, 
trying to defend himself, but it sounded nostalgic. "So earlier, | saw what Josh was up to. And it hit me, he 
must be with the guy hitting on Josh, but why's he sitting over there alone? Fuck, spurned lover, right? Bet 
he needs someone to take his mind off it. Admit it. He's kinda hot. He emanates ‘rock star’. I'd never bleach my 


hair but on him, when he flips it." If he'd been upright, Sam might've ducked his head. It was more of a 
moderate burrow. "Yeah, | know we're not supposed to be impressed by that. Sorry. Paid off though, didn't it?" 


"Awwww.. baby's best lay to date." 


"Top five," repeated Sam. "How can you say that, bro? We've been fucking since--" 


"A man's gotta tell it like it is. | can deal. And you can expect certain.. services from me from now on. Well, 


occasionally." 

All four arms were outstretched, and the two brothers pulled each other closer. Sam mumbled, "Take the rest 
of my clothes off. M too tired” Jake raised an eyebrow. ‘Only to sleep. Jeez, he's still on us.” Sam languidly 
scratched at his belly. "Oh right, that's mine. You know." 

"So what about those 58-year-old balls?" 

"They felt damn good, spanking mine." 


*The pic that pulled in Wiki/Google for years till recently, outside with the khaki-greenish vest and Union Jack 


bass. 
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"Jake!" A hand grasped the sleeping guitarists shoulder from behind and shook him twice, not too hard but 


enough to rouse him. 
"Mmmph?!" 
"Stop moaning.. you woke me up.." 


Suddenly Sam was plastered to his backside, not just his ass but the entire length of his back with their legs 
braided together below, hot skin and a long, skinny arm coming around his waist to pull him close. Still mostly 
asleep or not, vestiges of a sexually-charged dream swirling in his mind, Jake definitely noticed the humping: 


Sam's erection against his butt and his own hardwood against the pillow. Sometime during the morning it had 


shifted from under his head to under his other head. 


"Was asleep, how could | know?" mumbled Jake. "| was dreaming about." Though no one would see, he blushed. 
Instead of words, he ground his hips between Sam and the pillow. 


There was a sharp gasp and then increased pressure and friction from behind. "Tell me! You interrupted what 


was sure to be a wet dream. So hard, Jake.. hurts.” 
He wasn't the only one. "Mm-hm.. ditto. Too tired for anything else, just rub off on me." 


"K" The hand hand crept downward, less than stealthy, going straight for his crotch. "Tell me your dream," 


Sam demanded again, breath torrid in Jake's ear. 


"No.." Jake moaned, for additional reasons this time. Under the covers, it was getting too warm. The backs of 
his knees were wet. Just then, Sam's fingertips found the tip of his cock through his boxers and surrounded it 
like the bloom of a tulip. "It's embarrassing.. you tell me yours." 


"Why? C'mon man, you know you wanna." Sam could have meant sharing his dream or orgasming or both. His 


fingers massaged downward, around the the most sensitive nerves. 


"Stop it, Ill cream myself." Distraction wasn't working. There was no denying how Jake had already given in to 
humping Sam's hand, working back against his hard-on, tightening his thighs to pull them into even closer 
contact. "It was about Josh and Joe.. fuck!" He groaned in humiliation and exquisite agony; his balls pulsated as 


the cords pulled them up tight. 


"No way!" The awe in Sam's sleepy-horny voice gave way to a filthy moan. He took off in a breathy stream- 
of-consciousness. "Me too, only we were all there. Watching. He was riding Joe, who | couldn't really see, my 
mind blurred him or something but Josh was buck naked, head thrown back and he was singing He, | mean Josh, 
just.. erupted. So much white stuff everywhere. Maybe it hurt ‘cuz he screamed, wailed, like he does you know. 
No, | know he loved how much he.. that patch of hair he's got on his belly now, it was coated. Suddenly you 
were there beside them, you licked some of it up but it got on your face and in your hair and on Joe's face 
though it shouldn't have gone that far.." Sam sounded plaintive. "How can | stand next to him on stage after 


that?" 


"Dude, it was a dream. Can't believe it's the first you had about him," gasped Jake as the whole hand palmed 
him now, up and down quick and steady. Sam had never been into Josh that way. Jake was much more 


opportunistic. 
"s not. Fucking disturbing.. Joe's even crustier than.. fuuuuuck, please!" 
"Please what?" 


Sam answered by flipping Jake over onto his back and crawling on top. Almost-bare limbs everywhere, some 
long, some shorter, both of them were still in their underwear, Sam's, very thin boxer briefs he'd worn under 
those fucking leathers. Unerringly, he lined up their stiff dicks first, grinding down and around, around again as 
they rubbed together through cloth. 


"You still smell like him, Sammy." Spreading his legs enough to grip his brother with his thighs, Jake ran his 
hands up the taut, sweat-slick skin of Sam's back. God, he was worked up. He needed to grab on, pull hair, coax 
the fluids of that bound them together to the surface. "Go, Sam.. go on, fuck me!" They weren't going to get 
that far this time, but his words encouraged the age-old rhythm. 


And rhythm, Sam had. Too close to add any embellishments, he thrust a jarring pace in a series of rapid 
flexes, his moans filling Jake's ears. "Please... please..Jaaaake.." 


A lot of times, Sam would rear up when he came, but not this morning. He kept his face in Jake's neck, tongue 
flicking out to lick his beading sweat and play with his earlobe. Jake pushed up against him, beyond aroused at 
how his baby brother lost himself in the haze of rut and lust. They followed no agenda but get each other off 
fast. The previous night, the dreams, Jake's thighs kept spread by the fervent, concentrated drive of Sam's 
hips and the muted confirmation near-matching, near-bursting sets of gonads, Sam's chestnut hair hanging 
down around their faces and Jake's fanned out on the sheet, it all mingled, they mingled and merged even 
without someone being inside. "Cream those panties, Sam," he whispered, referencing something else he'd cajoled 


Sam into recently. "Cream them good for me, baby, so much sticky gooey frothy cream, spurt it, do it!" 


Mouth open wide, moans ripping from his chest, Sam let it go. Heat, then dampness pervaded Jake's lower 
parts, all the while Sam still rocked against him, frenzied. The rush hit him, sweetness and energy, a bolt of 
pure lust and power; Jake's moans harmonized his brother's. Eyes squeezed shut tight, he felt every one of 


the uncontrollable squirts milked from his balls, a geyser through his dick to soak his underwear. On top of 
him, Sam had gone slack. The kid was always full of cum, he was probably still dribbling it. 


"Did it." slurred Sam, lifting his head an inch or two. "Needed. with you." 
"Same, bro." Jake searched for something in Sam's eyes and admitted, "It wasn't easy to watch and stay on the 
sideline. Letting you go. | kept wanting to claim you back. But | wanted you to find your power. Get spoiled. By 


him. By someone who could have anyone and chose you.” 


"Jake, l." They didn't get mushy; that wasn't them. They weren't as psychically joined as the twins but could 


read each other fine. "Thanks for being there with me, man" 

"So, Josh and Joe, huh?" Jake reminded him. 

"Shit." Sam's face was back in Jake's neck, the heat of his blush competing with Jake's from earlier, who hadn't 
told his dream yet, a fact Sam wasn't going to let up about till he did. "We may as well go clean up. And | gotta 
piss." He didn't move, though. 


"Oh yeah? Well don't pee on me, you little fucker.” 


"Not so much. Got rid of the morning wood, though." Lifting his head again, Sam grinned, kissed his brother 
once, quickly with a closed mouth - morning breath - and rolled off. "Ew. You'd think | was thirteen again" 


It was your idea" 
"You woke me up." Same old argument they'd begun with. 


"Let's shower. If you're nice and clean everywhere, | might even do a few things your lover didn't." Jake looked 


over and waggled his eyebrows. 


"He's not.. and stop trying to distract me. Why don't you tell me what you were dreaming about and I'll act it 


out." 
"Not unless you have four dicks." 


Sam snorted, and whipped his hand down between his legs. "Negative. If | did, you'd know how to handle it, 


you're saying?" 


No comment from Jake. He loved his brother and his fast tongue but sometimes.. well, he'd demonstrate again 


soon. 


N 
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It had been a long time since he'd hooked up with someone new, someone different. That, Sav decided, was why 


that night kept unexpectedly resurfacing in his thoughts. 
New. What had he been thinking? 


New, so new he was barely out of nappies, that kid Yet obviously he qualified as an adult. He had hair in the 
requisite places; his voice had changed years before and certainly he had neither the thoughts nor body of 
any sort of choirboy. Height, maybe an inch or two shorter than Sav. He'd probably been having sex for years; 
the only hesitation in him had been the generation gap. No, this was a young man 


‘And I'm so fucking old’ thought Sav. That was what the mirror and the Internet told him. The thing was, he 
didn't feel old. Not inside. He could be forever 19 himself in his own headspace, or 22, or for sure no older than, 
say, 35. About the age when he'd had to start wearing his jeans buttoned because it was no longer sexy, just 
laughable. 


A man his age shouldn't waste his hard-ons on wanking. His wife - neither of them - wouldn't thank him for 
that. However, he wasn't totally decrepit yet and as far as Sav was concerned, he might as well enjoy it when 
and if, be it ‘only’ his own hand or what have you. As they sat there across from each other like the 
continental divide lay between two couches, between Kiszkas and Savage, continuing their advanced shop talk, 


Sav didn't regret at all that he hadn't got off in three days. 


What words to describe.. Sam? Of course he used his shortened first name but it seemed inadequate. Samuel 


Francis Kiszka, the web had told Sav when he'd checked his mobile in the lift, seemed more fitting. More 
dignified. He was.. sleek. Funky. Lithe had been Sav's first impression, once he got past gawky. One of those ‘old 
soul! types, where-as his twin siblings were like play-dough in primary colours compared to earthen clay fired 


with a metallic glaze. 


All of the band were "hotties" if Sav was into semi-current slang. He gravitated to this one, couldn't help it. He 
was a - the - bassist and he was so fucking pretty that he nearly broke the mold. Maybe if looking at a 
headshot of Sam, some would have to squint twice to divine male or female. In person, no question: male. The 
paradox was what kept Sav tuned, a drop of blood at a time funneling its way into his dick till he finally stopped 
fighting it. 


Seeing Joe herding his laughing, just-as-horny contemporary past them without so much as a glance filled Sav 
the rest of the way to full thickness, his erection angled toward his left hip under the shiny black calfskin. The 
idea that Joe was gonna get his rocks off within the next hour, even if not with him, turned him on. So did the 
idea of himself doing the same. No way would the kid across from him, also hard for whatever reasons of his 
own and not bothering to hide it, not notice, so he rested his bare arms along the back of the couch and let 
him look. Sav gave him the once-over, too, allowing his gaze to linger and caress, down and up again. "We gonna 
do this thing?" he asked into the relative quiet. It was always a little awkward when one had to ask, a 


suspenseful mental vertigo. 


"You up for it?" Sam's voice belied his age, squirrelly like he thought he was clever, gone raspy from weed and 
lack of sleep. Beside him, Jake snorted and prodded him with an elbow. 


Sav waited a beat. "Mm." Affirmative. "And that.. isn't entirely involuntary, | take it" He inclined his head just 
slightly. 


As answer, Sam tossed his mane and slid down in his seat as if he was offering himself crotch-first, as it 


were. 


"Alright then" That was it. The moment. That moment that flashes bright and hot and you know you're going 
to fuck Sav had never outgrown or aged out of the addiction to that floor-drop sensation. He stood - on his 
feet - crossed the short distance and edged his way between Sam's legs. Both brothers inhaled simultaneously 
as he knelt on the carpet, but Sav focused only on Sam, whose mouth tasted of hops and peppermint, and 
underneath, something clear and pure. He wasn't passive, oh no. A frank and forthright tongue pushed against 
his. Normally Sav didn't like sloppy kisses, and they weren't exactly, but between them there was so much 
exploratory licking and sucking and that breathing you do across wet skin Those lips were soft, he knew they'd 
be as plush as they appeared even from a distance. All the brothers were similarly gifted. 


The shirts came off first. He respected the expensive costumery and unbuttoned carefully, pushing the satiny 
fabric off Sam's narrow shoulders and draping it over the arm of the couch. "You'll probably broaden out yet," 
Sav murmured, mostly to himself. Joe had, in his twenties. Now there was smooth, buttery skin. Whipcord, 
that was another word, but even that didn't do Sam justice. Sav at his skinniest had been broader, rounder, 


and Steve hadn't visually displayed that kind of textbook structure. This man's nips were another thing: they 


weren't the tiny, pale pink, flat with pinpoint centres Sav had become accustomed to over the years, they 
were honeydrops, the buds in the middle standing up like, oh, what was that American candy? Hershey's kisses. 
But one-third that size. Fingers drawn to them, he called on a lifetime of techniques to find something a kid 
who might never have explored that part of himself would take to, rather than laugh it off. What better than 


what he preferred himself, light pinching and pulling. 


"Mmmm, | like that. How'd you know?" Sav just smiled. Up close, the brown in Sam's eyes flashed between 


amber and mocha and drew him in like hypnotic wells. What was this kid but sweetness and sugar? 


Fire, that was what. Tempered fire. There was reddish in his hair and in his eyes, too, when the light hit them 
a certain way. His tongue wasn't lazy at all and Sav gave him the measure he required of ebullient snogging. 
Their tongue-tips met, the raspy-wet surfaces dancing in and out, twining around. There was no stillness, all 
movement. Moans rippled from the long, smooth throat. Sav echoed some, punctuated others with, "Yes, good 
lad, show me." Show him that passion, that heat. He got it, and in return he let his hands fall steady down 
Sam's arms, up again. Tendons jumped under the skin, raised blood vessels pulsed, making Sav think lower even 
though he wasn't there yet. He'd have sworn, an overshadow of blue tinted the mahogany-gold irises, and Sav 
wondered if his shaded a dark reflection. 


Their lips and tongues drank their fill and ventured forth. "That's nice, so nice." Sav cupped the young man's 
face, running his digits along jawline and over incredible cheekbones, the rough bit of stubble on his chin. Then 
down his swanlike neck, not a line or crease marring it, just the pointed little jut of his Adam's Apple. Again, 
Sav's thoughts strayed lower. He was getting impatient, too. 


When he reached for his own fly to ease the pressure, Sam leaned forward, eyes darting to Sav's for 
permission. "Oh, you wanna do that for me? You go right ahead, Sam, but let me, too.." Feeling foreign fingers 
so close to his hard-on, Sav's pulse jumped. He had Sam unbuttoned now, reaching around to grab his arse and 
pull him to the edge of the couch. The long, slender legs were already open around him as Sav worked Sam's 
fly down. Fingers teased Sav, rubbing over the covered length of him and the bulge of his sac under his 
leather, into his pocket when they felt the miniature bottle of lube. 


Then there was a hesitation "It's alright," murmured Sav. "I'll get me kit off but | think that first, we should 


take the edge off for you, Sam... you're good for more than one round, yeah?" 


Sam threw him a ‘No, duh’ sort of look while Jake snorted again from somewhere and Sav laughed. At least 


one of them would get a Round Two. "Of course you are. Lift up now." 


Getting those skin-tight leathers down past Sam's knees was something of a puzzle, but they both knew what 


was happening next, wiggling and pulling to make it so. 


Sav had a good look with his eyes and mouth, moving in to get a sample. Fresh skin, fresh sweat. Not even 
saline, more like an energy drink. No piercings, no tats. How long would that last? He'd only ever had the one 
earring and had held out on skin art for more than 40 years, so who knew. The cut of the deltoid above the 


bicep, the salt-pan barely-there curve between his pectorals - Sav couldn't wait to see and touch the other 


side of this kid. 


Surprisingly large and veiny hands explored him, too, almost ripping his shirt off. Sav had to chuckle at that. 
"Careful there, | like that one." Youth. So spirited. Well, that's what he'd wanted, wasn't it? Other than where he 
could temper the rush into a higher peak at the finish. 


They had kissed, and they did it again crossing lips and sucking the end only to begin another, their respective 
bare front sides pressed together. He could feel the rapid breathing, the in-out lift of Sam's rib cage which 
was cradled against his. At first holding himself in check, Sav could tell, the kid had got curious or nosy. While 
he measured an incredibly sinuous long back, tracing the distance between each of the spines of his vertebrae, 
Sam drew the point of his tongue down Sav's neck, to his chest, whuffed as if he were stacking up his courage 
and gave a curious little flick to his nipple, already stiff in anticipation The taste to his liking, it seemed, he 
licked for real, one then the other. One hand slid to the middle of his chest, Sam playing with the hairs there. 
These days, Sav couldn't deny that some of them were white, but they were fine and soft, a fact that the 
young man was taking in without a word. The play of heat-wet-rasp on his nipples had made them so pulled- 
tight and sensitive, he tipped back his head and moaned deep in his chest. 


Moving on, though, Sav took over again, pushing Sam back into the cushions and leaning forward. He had never 
seen a belly button quite like that. He lapped and rimmed it. Ran his tongue over the tiny fold of paper-thin 
skin "That tickles!" Sam put a hand on his shoulder to push him down further. 


Americans, this lot, he'd expected no foreskin and was pleasantly surprised to be wrong. The overall 
presentation jutted up at him like a double-dotted exclamation point. Maybe Sav blinked once and grinned but he 
took it in stride. As hard as Sam was by the time he'd untangled the kid from his leathers and pants, he was 
fully retracted anyway. Juices had leaked and the head was shiny, red-purple with the ridge flared out. "Gonna 
taste." Sav picked up the scent of tanin, and sucked him down whole. After a startled second, Sam lurched and 
bucked but Sav was ready, using both hands and his forearms to keep him semi-stationary. Muscle and 
tendons shifted as Sam met him - upthrust, suck down. 


Time, experience, practice, but Sav still had to breathe. The first time he gulped in air, he moved to Sam's 
inner thighs, kissing and licking alternately side to side. Sam shook silently and when Sav looked up, he could see 
it was from suppressed laughter. "Tickles!" Sam told him a second time, so Sav mock-bit the juncture of leg 
and groin and returned his services to where they'd be best appreciated. 


Again there was that two-fold gasp. Sav was beginning to wonder if there was some sort of psychic bond, or 
if Jake was just very good in the transference between what his eyes were seeing and imagining how the 
things he was doing to his brother would feel. Having perfected the act, Sav sealed his lips in a tight circle and 
worked them up and down the turgid flesh inside his mouth, flicking his tongue where ever it reached. Sure, he 
sounded obscene, slurping like a pro. Wasn't he, though? 


This one was a grower who squirmed around on his butt like a dog with a itch. Yes, he needed to be breached 
but it would have to wait. Sav swore the rod in his mouth swelled further in response to his suction Pure 


sugar-sap triggered saliva; if he'd had his mouth wide open, he'd have gleeked all over the place. Sam whined 


wordlessly as weathered, tenured touches stroked his sac. 
"L. | cant!" 


When Sav glanced up, he noticed that Sam had flung one arm out and the brothers' hands were entwined at 
the end of it. "Oh yes you can, Sam," he hissed. "Look at how contracted these precious jewels are, surely they 
hurt. You'll wanna give up your seed, yeah?" One of them gulped, the other moaned. Sav shifted to take Sam's 
balls into his mouth. Practically hairless and the texture of hard-boiled eggs under the skin, the double treat 
instantly reacted to his touch. It was definitely Sam who cried out, "Go lighter!" 


Right. He could remember being that age, when every load felt bigger than the last and the pangs before he 
shot it almost painful at times. Sav slurped and sucked more gently, added more prodding with his tongue. 


Long legs spread wide as they could go; Sam shifted his pelvis to satisfy some inner compulsion. "Oh gaaawwd!" 
he breathed after less than a minute of having his stones washed and massaged. Belly tense, he moaned, "Now 


blow me, suck it for me, I'm so close!" 


"Mmmph!" Giving Sam's sac a final tug with his lips and a lick along the seam for good measure, Sav moved 
back to his erection. To say it was vibrating was an overshoot, but he doubted that even one more red blood 
cell could have fit into the rigid structures below the skin. Slick drooled down over the ridge and lower, and he 
chased the dribbles. Knowing that flashing teeth even for a smile could be disconcerting, he went directly to 
work after that. A little hoarse yowl punctuated the meeting of his tongue upon Sam's glans. Sav swallowed it 
whole again squeezing the crown with the peristaltic motion of his throat. He looked up to see lips parted slick 


and sex-puffed, a lower abdomen beginning to tremble. 


This time was for real. He gave no quarter. Kept his lips tight over his teeth and around Sam's dick, up and 
down, swallowed the tip and rubbed his tongue along the vein In less than a minute, Sam jack-knifed around him 
and Sav was orally awash in a surprising amount of cream. It just went on and on. The usual spunk taste 
coated his tongue, but also, earthy, and he did mean earth, dirt, mineral, hidden gems, not like when people 


were trying to be tactful but they meant something else. Fascinating. 


"We should get to a bed," Sav suggested when his mouth was free again, dropping all polite pretense or 


phrases used in old movies. 


Dazed, stoned on the post-sex high, those eyes were heavy-lidded now. Sam's mouth moved in slo-mo to form 


words. "You think so? | concur. Couch blow jobs are nice but the real thing deserves the proper stage." 


Reaching for his mostly-finished drink to hide a smirk and rinse his palate, Sav moved out of the way enough 
to sit back on his heels and watch the younger bassist maneuver himself to his feet. His walk was rubbery, 
somehow. Not only the wobbly knees of just been blown. More like an alien And so neatly made. No excess 
anywhere, nothing astray but maybe a couple of hairs between his eyebrows. Sharp hipbones in the longitudinal 
middle framed a softening cock at rest over a tidy ballsack decades from the effects of gravity, long limbs 


and torso, his gorgeous un-colour-treated hair hanging halfway down his back. 


Sav stood up, too, wincing when his knees cracked. "In here.." he gestured. Demurring the lead to Sam, he had a 
nice long look at his backside. Fly still open, he tucked himself in enough to reach the other room with his 


trousers up. 


The bedroom designated his for the night was large enough to hold the bed itself, two nightstands, a brace of 
chairs with another sort of end table between, and the console table-slash-desk over which a flatscreen TV 
was bolted to the wall. Neither of them had any use for anything but the king-sized, of which Sav pulled back 
the comforter and top sheet immediately. After sex, he liked to be warm. Having a bit of cover available in the 


face of these two young blokes, that would be conducive to all. 


Yes, two, because Jake had followed his naked sibling, too. He said nothing as he flopped into the chair nearest 
the center of the bed, hooking one leg over an armrest. At this point, Sav would have been more surprised 
had Jake left them to their own devices. Back in the day, he had on one memorable occasion been host to 


sisters and all that entailed. This was somehow different; he still hadn't entirely sussed out Jake's role. 


Beside the bed, he turned and gestured to Sam to crawl up in it. Instead, the young man finished unzipping him 
and pushed his leather and silk trappings down. A wicked grin suffused not only his wide mouth but his whole 
face, it seemed. "Nice," he murmured, taking Sav in hand. Calluses on at least two fingertips. It wasn't Sam's 
fret hand but Sav remembered that he played bass with his fingers, not a pick, and he was decidedly 
aggressive about it on some of the faster songs. "I wouldn't put you at a day over 23" From behind them 
came a strangled sound. "Shut up Jake, he has really nice junk” 


Jake said nothing, but Sav inquired, "Surprised?" He knew what he had been blessed with, was pushing-pulling- 
thrusting it through Sam's fingers. No one had complained since 1980, when he'd resolved for the sake of his 
own mental health to screen his lays' level of experience. This, he'd learned from his mates and it had served 


them all well. 


"Kinda." Sam didn't elaborate on what he'd thought he'd be exposed to, as it were, and Sav didn't ask. He enjoyed 
the deft touch, the long fingers skidding up and down where he was swollen and hard-risen, the other hand 
cupping his balls. Feeling them inside the looser skin, that faraway look in his eyes like he was doing a 
comparison study, Sam mused, "Do you shave them? | made you sweat, huh? These are.. heavy. Full. Like mine 


get after a couple days, knowwhatimean?" 


Sav knew. "Mm," he grunted. It had been a very long time since he'd heard this level of wonder. Sam wasn't 
over-awed by his persona, though, but by the physical characteristics of an attractive aroused man, or so 
Sav assumed. Then Sam dropped to his knees, and warm wetness gilded him. First the head, with an almost oily 
swirl of tongue. Sav let out a surprised blurt when the same rasp that manifested in Sam's voice licked the 


most sensitive spot on his body, the frenulum below the head. 
"Like it?" he asked, and did it again 


A drop of pre-come welled up to fall on the extended tongue. Sav had felt its progression up his inner tube, 


another blob of slick now being pushed up the same path. A circle of ultra-soft lips surrounded him. "I like it.. 


maybe too much. Take it easy." 


"Mmph!" Sam plied him with suction for a moment, then pulled back for air. He exhaled, "Feed me some more 
of that." As if it were something Sav had any control over, but hearing what his body offered was pleasing 
produced a quick rush of hormones. Another clear droplet appeared and Sam leaned in again to swab it away on 


his tongue. 


Taste buds, saliva, heat, and he was so bloody hard watching himself being treated. Sam didn't mind direction in 
words ("yes there, a little to the left, good boy, whip your tongue around.. nngh!") nor in intermittent pressure 
to his jawline or under his throat. In minutes, Sav was up on his toes, fingers threaded into Sam's hair more 
forcibly than he'd intended. Letting his hand relax, he waited till Sam's next breath to back away a step, slide 
into bed and beckon He wasn't surprised at all to see Sam fully renewed. The bounce of that eager rising wood 


made him smile. Well, half-smile. 


Like an over-excited chocolate lab, Sam wiggled over to him and melted into his embrace. They touched each 
other unrestrained, everywhere, snogging almost an afterthought but a necessary element, lips being even 
more nerve-laden than cocks, he'd read once. If he was going to do this, he was going to do it right. He just 
hoped that his divot of a navel amidst softness and thick thighs wouldn't put this willowy creature off. Not 
judging by the way Sam rubbed up on him and twined his legs into Sav's. The urgency to consummate wouldn't 
let his hips be still, the two of them playing grab-arse and their tongues flashing pink, mouth to mouth. 


Before he gave in to just their mutual hands Sav managed a ragged, "Turn over for me now, luv." 


"kay." In five seconds, Sav had the younger bassist face-down under him. Now it was him humping against that 
little tiny bum like a kid himself, nearly lost in the instinctual rhythm. His belly fit so perfectly into Sam's 
spine, his chest against the bottoms of Sam's expressively mobile shoulder blades. Elbows bent, arms braced 
on either side of the narrow rib cage, Sav bent his head down to kiss whatever warm skin he could put his 


mouth on. 


Something in the corner of his eye made him look over at the other brother. He slouched low in the chair, his 
legs spread wide, pelvis tucked under, one hand slowly tracing the ridge under the fly of his black jeans. "Take 
it out if you want, Jake." He could throw his voice pretty well, although with Sam grinding the mattress and 
squeaking below him, Sav wondered if he'd heard. 


‘No thanks,’ Jake shook his head, expression unfathomable. 

If he really only wanted to watch, that worked for Sav - he could realistically only bang one of them. "Hands 
and knees, Sam. Easier on both of us that way." Maybe the young man thought so, maybe not. It was just 
better to let him escape into his mind, into sensation rather than deal with all the marks of age up close while 


he was working his way to orgasm. Sight-unseen, Sam could imagine whatever - and whomever - he wanted. 


He looked down at the flawless skin just waiting for him. If they'd really had the time, Sav might hold this 


young man under him for hours licking and touching the thin layer of living tissue over the ribs' even spread 
that called to mind ancient curved barrow downs, path between. He spared just a moment. On the pristine 
sheet, Sam had got his knees and elbows under him, up on all fours: head lowered, cheeks pointed up, knees far 


enough apart to make out his dark little hole. "You should see yourself, you're fucking perfect, Samuel. Want 


you be 


"Yeah." An answer wasn't required, but Sam said, "I know you'll do me so good." 


Indeed. Otherwise why bother? Sav squirted lube onto his fingers, let it warm for a moment, and smeared it on 
Sam's rim. "You've done this before, right?" He couldn't imagine Sam would answer in the negative, but he didn't 


want any surprises. 


"Yes, right." The intonation suggested a little confusion over his question. "I've taken dick if that's what you 
mean. Why?" 


"Consider it," Sav pressed his index finger into that tight-muscled aperture, happy he'd trimmed his nails a day 
prior, "a nod to ancient history, like the Eighties," he chuckled, select scenes flashing through his mind. "Back 


then it was de nigeur to ask. | had to cut off festivities a few times, because | won't break anyone in" 


"You won't? How do you even know with a dude?" The kid had no trouble, and Sav worked in his middle finger, 


too. "You're obviously experienced 


Sav ignored the question-that-wasn't. A lot of people over the years had, if not outright asked, then hinted for 
information from him in reference to his sexual track record, but he preferred not to discuss it. Instead, he 
moved his digits in and out, searching for the textured bump of pleasure spot, gratified to see Sam's back 


arch and his knees slide further apart. "You can only tell if he starts crying or some such," he answered 


wryly. 


Sam tossed his hair. Silky strands fell in waves, some coming to rest between his shoulder blades. "Fuck! No 


way. | never did that." 


"No, ‘course not." At that point, Sav had almost been expecting some input from Jake, verbal or otherwise, but 
no. Whatever his thoughts, they remained his own. 


He prepped fast, but made sure to be thorough enough while Sam's eager little meows egged him on. At the 
last second, he got them turned in profile to Jake's view, the thought of the second brother watching his arse 
wave and balls swing from behind or likewise, his face contorting during the act not to Sav's liking. However 
good it felt, sex looked ridiculous. Maybe not when you were 19, but that was ancient history in his case. Lust 
was not. The second he was gloved, Sav gave in to the insistence of his hips, his dick, his fascination over this 


fine young thing and the need to get down and wallow. 


The first invasion proved nearly as orgasmic as the final thrust at orgasm itself. Not just for him, apparently, 


and he'd waited more than long enough. Urgent, gritty moans came from below. "Let it go, lad, whenever you 


need to." Sav leaned down to surround Sam's spare torso with his own upper body and arms. That skin-on-skin 
stimulation, his hard nips scraping against firm flesh and bone.. Just then their ears were treated to.. what 
could he even call it? From the next room, a singer wailed the battle cry of getting it hard and deep, so deep. 


The vocal range was impossible yet it soared and dove, a multi-octave ululation of sin and hedonism. 


The two boys in his room were giggling. Sav grabbed on to Sam's wrists and plowed him faster. At first he had 
thought they were laughing at him, but the evidence of Sam's sweaty furrowed brow, rolled-back eyes and 
bared teeth said otherwise. Giving in to his own approaching peak that would eject the molten lava from his 
balls, Sav rose up and slammed it home again and again. His fingers curled and locked around those bony little 
hips, holding Sam at the angle he needed. That they both needed. They smacked together groin to arse as he 
let loose and rooted with a ferocity that he hadn't felt in months. Sam was flailing, head down on the sheet, 


moaning what he was about to do and then articulating his release till his voice choked out. 


Spasmic flutters around his aching cock provided the final trigger. Usually vocal during sex, Sav buried himself 
grinding and groaning, striving wordless, peripherally aware of one pair of dark eyes on him. On stage before 
thousands he wasn't ashamed to display his body. Hell, at this point in their career they wouldn't be as 
successful if he wasn't up there shaking his money maker every show. That wasn't arrogance. He did what 
needed doing, always had. What he did in private with his long-term partners, he did for love. While he spewed 
seed and sauce down to the dregs, till he felt wrung out and inside out, till he was shuddering with the drain of 
his life force, he willingly gave up controll. 


All had gone quiet below. Sav blinked, and looked down at the sum of flaws that equaled transcendence. With his 
mouth hanging open, the proportions of Sam's already long face overshot the paradigm. Though he could only 
see one now, Sav had noticed earlier how Sam's right eye was set higher than the left, and there was a slight 


angle to a pointy nose. An unexpected rush of affection flowed through him. Maybe it was the dopamine. 


All that was left was to roll them to their sides. Still joined, Sav fumbled for the comforter and pulled it over 


their lax bodies, his face hidden in fragrant hair - artificial and natural shades combined. 
It took him several breaths to calm down. Several more, as he held the young man's sprawl against him, to 
slide free. The experience was barely over, he would keep it close in his thoughts if nothing else; he didn't want 


to let it - or Sam - go quite yet. 


"You wanna spark up?" Jake asked presently, heavy-lidded eyes bright over the edge of his sleeping brother's 


form. 


"You got some?" asked Sav, hoisting himself up a little on one elbow. Not that he was a regular partaker but 
he hadn't dared bring any on the flight; those days were long passed. 


Jake nodded slowly. "| wouldn't have asked otherwise. You.. do you have anything to offer me?" 


Oh, what? Fair trade? Did he think he should go next? Sav raised his eyes to the ceiling. It was too bad. This 
one was rather pretty, too, but he wasn't going to get it up again till morning and he didn't feel like sucking 


another dick just for the sake of it. "Check the minibar." He flicked his gaze at Sam, then to the door. "You 
should probably get him dressed and.” 


"No, you misunderstand. | wasn't trying to.. pay for it." Strange reversal, that. 


Sav huffed once, enough to say he didn't necessarily believe it. ‘The truth will out. Was this kid calling him a 
whore? Rather ballsy for someone who'd just sat there and watched his baby brother get shagged to the 
point of passing out. "Look at the stones on you," he drawled, and did look "How about you stroke yourself off 
to the memory of wot | just did to ‘im or to the thought of how well-used your other brother is right now. 
That one's not gonna walk right tomorrow, | guarantee it. Poor Jake, still hard and only his own hand to give 


him relief." 


Mouth open in disbelief or supreme horniness, Jake sat frozen, and Sav thought that any second he'd bolt. Or 
whip it out. He didn't. Instead he reiterated, "No, l'm good. l'm not trying to move in on you. Do you wanna get 
high or not?" 


It was a tipping point moment; Sav decided to cut him some slack. Maybe it was his own history and current 
pique with the man in the other room making him owly. His momentary tetchiness dissipated. "Yeah, thanks." He 
got up and slid into his robe. 


| have one almost like that.. mine's gold, not.." Jake's eyes ran down him, stuck on a word descriptive of the 


colors. 

"Peacock?" Sav finished for him. Yes, it was ostentatious, he very well knew it. First making sure Sam's gangling 
limbs were covered, he alighted on the other chair in the room across the round glass-topped side table from 
Jake and waited for him to load and light the pipe he withdrew from inside his jacket. When it was his turn, 
Sav took as big of a hit as he dared and held it, passing back. Weed in America was a different animal, 


stronger and harsher every year it seemed. He wouldn't need much to get toasty. 


Another hit and he was mellow, mellow, mellow. "Sorry | took the piss outta yeh, | mean, that | gave you a 


hard time for a minute there. Appreciate the share." 
"No worries." 


Sav added, though he didn't know why he even gave a shit, "I thought you were making a reference to my 


character." 
"If | was, its because we're not so different in that regard." 


"Ah. Of course." Josh was lead singer, Sam was debatably the prettiest depending on taste, but Jake was the 
Marquis de Sade, however far they'd progressed in their own little world. 


When Jake passed it to him again, Sav took one more hit. The soporific of sex and weed was going to put him 


out like a light. He was rather looking forward to it. Nearby, Sam stirred and let loose a jaw-cracking yawn. 


The next interval of getting the youngest of them roused enough to dress and ushering them out into the 
night passed in a haze. Sav probably wasn't the best host but he saw them off with each a handshake and a 
nod, a couple of tiny bottles of the good stuff for Jake, and a few more kisses and gropes from Sam, which 
Sav was feeling indulgent enough to participate in He didn't miss the darkened door behind him cracked an inch. 
When the stealthy molestation threatened to turn into full-on glomping, he pulled away but in good humour, 
with the usual industry BS to the effect of, ‘should they find themselves in the same city again. 


He meant it, he decided as he went to bed alone. 


Didn't wake alone, though. The aroma of high-end coffee permeated Sav's olfactory sense. He kept his eyes 
shut, but couldn't pretend sleep for long. Had what he remembered from the night before really happened? 
Everyone had heard of petit mort, he'd never personally experienced it. Joe was going to have to work harder. 


Not that it was the point of his evening with Sam, more of a surprise bonus. 


The expected voice rumbled over him. "You've been smokin’ in here. They're gonna charge a huge fee for that 


y'know." 

"Didn't occur to me last night. Had other things on my mind" 

"And on yer cock." 

"Just like you." He could have gone into full-on bitch mode, but did it matter? Today was a new day. Sav kept 
his voice as mild as possible around the morning grit and wiped the sand from his eyes. "So was he good? Or 
should | say, how good was he?" 

Joe groaned, "Really? Need you ask? How was." 

"Oil Not gonna kiss and tell" Knowing it would drive his bandmate, best friend and lover up the wall not to know 
every minute detail, Sav cut him off there. "Ask me again.. in about a decade." He huffed out a laugh and 
clambered out of bed, hair a tangled mess, mouth tasting of ash and seriously over-stewed alcohol. Same as 
many a morning in his life. Joe's gaze ran like hot little hands all over his naked skin and morning wood. Also the 
same. 

"Oh, | think | can get it out of you before that" 

It would be discussed, they both knew it, but not till Sav was good and ready. 


Let's start by you letting me take a piece outta your..." Sav squinted. "Really, Joe. Hickies?" Joe just stretched 
and flopped on his back. 


FIN. 


